RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

facial surgery was still in its groping infancy. A thin, yellow, unhealthy-
looking furrow of skin, like the scar of a burn, framed her face from
ear to ear, passing beneath the chin. But the knife had not repaired
her eyelids, her mouth or the wrinkles in her neck. It was as if another
mask, the mask of false youth, had been applied with a band of ad-
hesive tape between her hair, cropped short and dyed mahogany, and
the four rows of pearls.

"Of course he's asked you to stay in Italy," she said. "I don't know
whether I shall go there before the winter. There are so many places
Fve got to go to. I can't bear staying in the same place for more than
a fortnight, and I always make up my mind at the last moment. Pm
always hoping for the unexpected to happen. It's the unexpected that
makes life worth living, don't you agree?"

Jean-Noel was not listening; he was looking at Ines standing among
a group of departing guests; he was thinking of the caresses he had
received that very afternoon from the thin brown hand over which
foreign Ambassadors, the Governor of the Bank of France and others
of the great ones of the earth were bowing so respectfully, and he felt
a young and joyous pride. The Duchesse de Salvimonte, who had
noticed the direction of her partner's gaze, screwed up her eyes and
Ipd;; "Dear Ines, she's so charming! What a heavenly creature! She
Has one foot that barely touches the ground."

Meanwhile Sylvaine Dual was dancing in the arms of a Secretary of
the Peruvian Legation with a spectacular abandon that was deliberately
calculated to annoy Simon Lachaume.

Lachaume, who had been talking to Marthe Bonnefoy for a moment,

'was now looking for the young hind and saying to himself: "Really, at

my age,  I'm being rather absurd..."   He discovered Marie-Ange

dancing with Wilner and had no difficulty in imagining the words the

old dramatist was pouring into the young girl's ears.

Simon also saw the old Duchesse clasped to Jean-Noel .

Lartois, who had been watching him from close by, now came
up.

"I believe we're thinking exactly the same thing, my dear Simon,"
he said. "One would like to say to those two children: 'Go away, fly!
Fly these people who are three times, almost four times, your age, and
are seeking the sap of your youth as the resin is sought in the trunks of
young firs. Fly this cynicism, this falsity, these vices in search of
proselytes. Fly these erotomaniacs, fly these poisonous plants like
Ines. Stop dancing with death. Fly from us all!' For every man here,
you, I, all of us, wants that girl. And every woman over forty wants
that young Schoudler, and several men too for that matter. We're all
unclean."

"Such a paroxysm of moral feeling is most peculiar," said Lachaume.
"Not like us at all."
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